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slums; reinvigorating literature, music and art;
reorganising from top to bottom the economic
system based on power and privilege; tackling
the vexed problem of distribution; making equal
education and opportunities available for all?

Would we not even in one decade be appreci-
ably nearer to building Jerusalem in our green
lanes and pleasant villages where now the
incendiary bombs make hell upon earth, and
the Nazi 'planes crash in an inferno of blazing
oil and splintering steel? Can we lay the blame
for Europe's catastrophe wholly upon others,
when we have failed to lay even the foundation
stones of our own City of God?

"Do I not have an account to settle between
my soul and him?" wrote Dr. Harry Emerson
Fosdick, the famous Minister of Riverside Church
in* New York, as he apostrophised in penitence
the American Unknown Soldier. "They sent
men like me into the camps to awaken his
idealism, to touch those secret holy springs
within him so that with devotion, fidelity,
loyalty and self-sacrifice he might go out to
war. . . . If wars were fought simply with evil
things, like hate, it would be bad enough, but
when one sees the deeds of war done with the
loveliest faculties of the human spirit, he looks
into the very pit of hell."

Have we not, too, an account to settle with the
Unknown Pilot, whose- ashes we take from his